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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


M EN. 


Baſſa (of Bagdad) 
Crumpy (the Hunch-back) 
Croſs-Leg (the Taylor) - - 
Zebede (a Jew, the ite. 


Babouc, = - 


Cadi, * - - 


Doctor Quinquina, 
Crank, 7 
Abſalom (the Barber) 


Habby, * ” 
Dominique, 
Crier, = - 


Courier, +» = 


Mr. DAVIES. 
Mr. QUICK. 


Mr. BLANCHARD. 


REEVE. 
Mr. PAINTER. 
Mr. EVATT. 


. , Mr. CUBIT, 


Mr. BOOTH. 

Mr ” MACREDY. 
Mr. MILBURNE. 
Mr. ROCK. ; 
Mr. THOMPSON. 
Mr. LEDGER. © 
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WOMEN, 


Dom: ‚ ‚ io 4 es; 


Juggy, 3 


Miſs ROWSON. 
Mrs. WEBB. 


Janizaries, Mutes, Officers, Mob, Boy, &c. &c. 


Scene Bagdad. 


Time, an Evening, Night and Morning. 
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ſhops do Tad touch in my voyage, do lay in every Upli- 
for ur grand entertainment (born 8 without) | 
Bil Supe wit Ut difpatches from alkantinople. f 


Euter Codriers blowing Hern. 
Ci By'r leave! Letters for his Highneſs, one ef 
0 great cers 00 — 
SI. Stop, Fam a > Officer; Prime Caterer 40 
the Baſſa he cou'dn't I without me, for I we 
iin His dinner every day. 
Our, Perhaps You've: Provided u Ahier for me oo. 
5 x poſt this laſt from Rabba—ſo YI beat 
rex if you've thee rd ren to Babouc 
for his 'Highheſs the Bal gives rbe letters, 
ts 22 7 wing born) 
Zeb. abode iii! No ; 1 will eier 


them to his 2 myſelf, and that will ſhew my great 


cate and dil 5 yy the letters into ag * 
* one 0 knowing it.) 
re ſafe and inug; hae: 227 my "RY 


2 THE LITTLE HUNCH-BACK. 


—the villain is going to marry with a chriſtian womans, 
after my bringing him up ſo genteely ; and binding him 
prentice to a barber. Ah, here's the raſcal, with the 
| very dow'rlefs damſel, and that hungry beggarman, 
Croſs-Leg the taylor; I've a mind—but let me contain 


my paſſion. 
Enter Abſalom and Dora. 


So nephew Abſalom, you're about to marry? | 
OR 
\Zeb., And, Miſs Dora, you're going to I 
Dora. Yes, vir. Tg ce ho "= PREY” 
Zeb. You have monies? {to Abſalom) 
Ab}. No, Sir. | 
Zeb. You bring a portion? (to Dora) 
Dore. No, Sr. 
Zeb. Where do you eat your wedding ſupper ? 


Enter Croſs-Leg. 


Croſs -Leg. At my bouſe. 
240 +4 it botght? 2 — 
* . Ves; when you give a little money to 
22. Oh ! then Pm to buy it. | | 
Croſs-Leg. Will you—Gad, old Zebede's growing 
kind. {4/de.) I thought you wou'd ; none can do it 
better, as you're his Highneſs the Baſſa's Caterer; no 
man, in Bagdad, genteeler knows how to provide, and 
this is only a neat little bit of ſupper for a poor young 
couple and; their few. friends 
Foo N i 
| oof Yes, Sir, you know a poor couple have but feu 
iends. 
Croſs-Leg:" Now if you'd only take a pretty little walk 
ou ſee its a very pleaſant evening) juſt round to the 
Baſſa's butcher, poult'rer, fiſnmonger, confectioner, 
and wine merchant, and order us in à ſmall joint, two 
capons, a brace of .carp,. a cream tart, and a hamper of 
Cyprus wine; you, the generous founder, ſhall be 
..toaſted in noble bumpers by us the grateful confoun- 


ders. 1 | | 6 
ab. Thank'ee, Timothy Croſs-Leg. Then as it is 
a very pleaſant evening, why I will take a pretty little 
Walk, and deſire the poulterer, butcher, fiſhmonger, 
--confeAtioner, and wine merchant 4 
Dora. Good fir! | int 4 
Ab. Kind Uncle Tall together) 
Croſo- Leg. Moſt comfortable Caterer! ]) 255. 


ww” ew FTruwuy 
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THE LITTLE HUNCH- BACK. 3 
Zeb. If the've got a ſmall joint, two capons, a brace 
of carp, à cream tart, and an hampge of Cyprus wine, 
that they take particular care to—— # 84 
Dora. Whar good nature! 0 ; 
A Generous Uncle! © (together) 
| 5 Plentiful Purveyor 
Zeb. To keep them fafe in their ſhops. 
Croft figs Eh TR WV, 
Zeb, Then, my poor young couple, I wiſh, you joy 
of your wedding ſupper. Ha! ha! ha! Eh! fo you'll 
marry a Chriſtian you wicked reprobate. [ Exit. 
Croſs-Leg. (after @ pauſe.) Oh! I wiſh I bad only 
an order from the grand Signor to ſew up your, ugly 
mouth, I'd do it with as much pleaſure as ever I ſtitch'd a 
button- hole. | | 
Abſ. Tm not diſappointed. K 2 i2 
_ Creſs-Leg. So, becauſe your Uncle won't have you 
marry the daughter of a Chriſtian, and your ſtep- father 
won't let you have the ſon of a Jew, you muſt both ſtarve 
poor things! You ſhan't this night, however, for a 
wedding ſupper you ſhall have, though I pawn my gooſe 
for the price of it. Heark'ee—hasn't Father Anſelm, 
the Armenian Friar, promiſed to marry you. 
Ab/. Appointed Dora and I to come to his cell, by 
the Fountain of Palms, at eight. | 
Croſs-Leg. Then go you, boy, and dreſs: in your 
beſt; Dora ſhall meet you there. As ſhe cannot go home 
to her father's, my wife, Juggy, ſhall trick her out 
nicely. There they'll conſult about the cookery. Tol, 
lol, lol ! Courage, my young folks. Come Dora! 
Dora. Then, my dear Abſalom, don't let us be caſt 
down by the cruelty of thoſe who ſhould be kind to us. 
True love is the beſt of good chear 
8 You ſhall have ſomewhat more ſubſtan- 
warrant | My Juggy will toſs us up a comfortable 
morſe], without the help of Hang me if I ſhould think 
a chriſtan wedding lucky, if the ſupper was provided by 
a Jew. Ha!] ha! ha! chear up, I am but a poor taylor 
to be ſure; but an honeſt mind is my workſhop; there 
Content fings all day to the muſic of a good Conſcience. 
99, [Exeunt Croſs-Leg and Dora. 
. Nb}. It goes curſedly againſt my ſpirit to lay all the 
expences of my wedding on my honeſt friend the taylor ! 
What to do now to rate but a little money. Oh! for 
A few beards to mow, even at an aſper a chin. If I— 
What's this / looking on the ground, takes the latter up 


X 


er foot. 
Now 


| which Zebede dropt. Reads the ſuperſcription)- ** For 
his Highneſs the Baſſa 7 Bag. . 
a 2 
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nick, thoſe ruffians wou 
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| Now if 1 could deliver this letter to the Baſſa myſelf, 


he'd probably give me a reward ſufficient to defray the 
charges of my wedding. How the deuce ſhall I get ad- 
miſſion though? My old Uncle has always kept me at ſuch 
a diſtance, that I'm not even known at the palace; and 
the attendants there are ſo ſaucy—No, they'll never let 
a poor ſtrange barber paſs the antichamþer. (Crumpy 
ſings without) Odſo! here comes little Crumpy, the 
Baſſa's favourite Hunch- back jeſter ; he's a good-natur'd 
fellow; and from my ſaving him from a beating in the 
ſtreet quarrel, that his jokes brought him into the 
other night If I could har on An bas high 
intereſt at court, and (enter Crumpy Ang ing and daucing ) 
How do you do, Mr. Crumpy ? NE ok I 
Crumpy. Fellow! / * but changes on recollecting 
Abſalom) Ha] my gay ſpirited—my little finger dall 
out his hand) don't ſlip my ring off. Your proweſs in 
that re- encounter, when thoſe villains attacked me the 
other night, ſaved— Did you ever fee the like? The 
fellows threſh'd me as if I was a wheat-ſheaf; had IL 
the lives of ſeven cats they'd have hammered them out; 
for there I lay like a little anvil, and the raſcals laid 
on me like ſo many Cyclops, turn'd me about as if was 
a three-penny nail only for your paſſing by juſt at the 
id have broke of bones: Yes, 
they'd have crack'd my ivory; their heads were ſo 
hard, and their fiſts ſo heavy, that my great wit and 
EY . 3 
Ab. Going to the pines, I preſume, Sir ? | 
 Crumpy Ay, his Highneſs has got into a merry mood, 
and juſt ſent for me. | | 


_ © Abſ. Then, Sir, that horſe with the fine trappings, 


that I ſaw the flaves take by juſt now, was to carry 
you to court ? 9 | bh 
© Crumpy. Yes; they had the inſolence to think 1'd 
peck upon a poney; but if I muſt ride to court, it 
Fall be on an elephant. $i Se q 
Ab. * Certainly, Sir. 2 
Crumpy. By virtue of my high office, lord chief juſ- 
tice joker, I am obliged, when called upon, to be pro- 
vided with ſome comical ſtory to divert him, entre nous, 
though my wit is as ready as any man's, I am ſome 
times plaguily put to it; but as I'm determined to 
keep my place to pick up novelty and character, I get 
upon thoſe night rambles in the ftreet, which often, 
with a little of my ingenuity in dreffing up, furnith a 
ood merry tale or pleaſant lacldeat tor the Baſſa to 
Faugh at the next morning. : 


- 
= 
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4% thought, Sir, Jou ſtateſmen was too wiſe 

> laugh? | ne fag: 1 
E Oaks: He that's wiſe enough to refuſe a goo 
hearty laugh in this world, will be curſed! bob'd, i 
there ſhould be no laughing in the next. a. he has 
ſent for me now, takes me a little unprovided, fo I'll 
go make my baw, and retire,  - - ' 

Abſ. What a prodigious favourite you are, Sir. 

Crumpy.. Ay, ay ; ite Circaſſian beauties dance am · 
baſſadories ; black, blue and yellow pay compliments; 
courtiers fmile, cringe and tell lies, hut no life at 
court without little Crumpy {{ngs'end dances). Qh, 
barber, cauld you ſupply me with a decent, faſhionable, 
flouriſhing whiſker ? "Ts 

4% Why, Sir, you've a very handſome pair al- 
ready. 

9 Only one real, t'other was pluck' d off b 
the roots in that affray ; this is falſe, a favourite loc 
fell from the forehead of a celebrated beauty at the laſſ 
ball, I pick'd it up, and ſtuck it on with a little gum, and 
it graces the lip of her humble admirer. Hal hal ha! 

A Haw Salla. nd rect - 

Crumpy. Yet the courtiers ſmil'd, the ladies techee'd, 
but hon: /oir—l ſhould not wander if the circumſtance 
gave birth to an order of knighthood, and the black 
abe and golden fleece give way to the knights of the 
whiſker. 8 

A. Hal ha! ha! Sir, I've a letter here for the 
Baſſa, and * | 

Crumpy. A petitian } Give it me; Vil deliver it 
into his Highneſs's own hand? +» | 

Abſ Ah, Sir, if you'd only procure me the honour 
of laying it at his Highneſs's own feet? 
 Crumpy. You ſeryd me; I will be grateful; you 
ſhall have an audience; come along my noble ſhaver. , 


f 


3 2 1 - (gan 
Abſ: Ay, but will his Highneſs condefcend 4 ood 
to ſo poor a fellow as Þ? 5 

Crumpy. IS don't you know our Rafla has tra- 
yelled rough prope, been at the Engliſh court, 
whoſe king has been the model for all his ' nableſt 
actions, Hhke their gracious monarch, the father of his 
people he js above the little conſideration of the co- 
our of a ce, or the ſod where a man firſt drew breath, 
when diftreſs is to be relieved or merit rewarded. © 

Abſ. But, Sir, if any of the grand officers in waitipg 
ſhould ſtop me? f 8 4 
Crumpy. What! when I take you by the hand. 
4%, Theſe court eunuchs are ſuch great men 

| | Crumpy. 


— — ——— — 
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Crumpy. They great men; the raſcals, ſlaves, ah, 


hah ; trip, ſkip; come, tal, lol, lol. (Exit fing ing and 
dancing, Abſalom follows, admiring him). eG ; 


SCENE II. 4 Antichamber of the Palace. 
Enter Zebede and Habby meeting. 


Zeb. {greatly diſireſſed) Oh, ruin Habby! I'm 
undone for ever. | 
" Habby. Hey, what's the matter, maſter ? 
Zeb, I have loſt (I don't know how) one of the 
' letters the courier gave me for the Baſſa. Oh, I 
ſhall loſe my place that I have held ſo long with credit, 
I have been prime Purveyor to him, ay, fifteen years 
next Pentecoſt. | 
Habby. But this truſt, how diſcharge ? | 
Zeb. Diſcharg'd, you dog | I have charg'd and over 
charg'd; take that, you ſcoundrel. {frikes him.) 
1 Habby What's that for? ; 
Zeb. You, my clerk, throw out your inuendo's 
againſt my honeſty when you ſee me diſtreſſed and en- 


rag'd—get out of my ſight, +8 7 
 Habby, (afide) Good maſter, 1'll give you a blow | 
worth two of this. [ Exit. 


- Zeb. Oh, this letter ; what will become of me? If I | 
confeſs 1 loſt it, I may not only loſe my place but 4 
my life too. I will deny that I did receive any letters; 1 
and, even if the courier do ſay he did give me them, 

my word will be taken before his oath : yes, that will 

fave me; tis a good thought. 


Enter Babouc, attended. 


Bab. Zebede, the Baſſa defires his letters; he'd 
learn if | 
Zeeb. His Highneſs wants to learn his letters. 
Bab. His ditpatches, the expreſs. | 

| Zeb. Well, expreſs. 

Bab. Pſha; the letters for him? 
eb. Me; I did get no letters for him. 
Bab. No! Why his highneſs himſelf ſaw from his 
window the courier give them to you. | 

Zeeb. The devil! what eyes he has got! he ſaw! I 
quite forgot, my memory is diſtracted with my ac- 

compts and marketings. Lord—yes, here they are — 
- What ſhall I do /a/id+), | 


Enter 
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Enter Abſalom, looking about. 


A. 1 wiſh Mr. Crumpy would come on, I'm 
afraid to 

Zeb, My nephew | How dare you put =" face into 
the palace? You graceleſs vagabond, 

Bab. Go, go, friend ; what brings you * 

A. No; I have bufineſs. : 

2%. You buſineſs, you impudent— 

Bab. Guards, thruſt him out. (Slaves attempt it. 

Crumpy within 

Crumpy. Very well; you may all depend upon my 
influence and intereſt. 

Zeb. Do ſtand out of the way fellow. Here comes 
the Baſſa's firſt favourite, and if he ſees ſuch ſhabby 
2 as you here, he U order you to the whipping 


poſt. 


Enter Cramer 1 inging, but with great conſequence, 


Crumpy. Eh! what noiſe is here? Baboue, Pl 
have none of theſe doings. | 
Bab. Sir, my ftation and rank e e 
Crumpy. Rank! don't I allow you to be the greateſt 
black in the palace? Ha! my good friend, I aſk you 
millions of pardons for making you wait. (e Abſalom. } 
Zeb. Eh | good friend 1 Jurpriſad] How did my ne- 
phew do this. /afide) * 
Abſ. Sir! (to Crumpy) 
' - Crumpy. Come, come along! Fling open the fold 
ing doors there. I proteſt a man has ſcares Too to 
pals. Come. (to Abſalom) | 
Abſ. Yes, Sir, but theſe gentlemen may hives ſome 
objections. | 
\  Crumpy. Gentlemen l Giye me your band. — 
Abſalom 5 hand) Room there, ye ſlaves—ſtand by. 
Bab. Room there for Mr. Crumpy. 
| [ Exit Crumpy with. great importance, and Ahſan. 
Tos muſt ſtop, Zebede, till Mr. Crumpy has his zu- 
ience. | 
Zeb. And my poor n 1 Dear me, "i 
is all this? *** N U Exeunt. 


's c E N E u. 4 akne Aparment i in the Palace 


Enter Baſſa and Babouc. 


- | Bob. Tcbede ig bringin Highneſs the ai 
e from n Conſtantinople Ao phn 


Boſe. 
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Baſſa. Oh, Babbuc ! hdppy is the wife of a Baſſa 
Whole government is at k Ullance frotti the fable 
Port, and good was my friend, the Vier, to appbitit 
mne Hafſa of Bagdad. While tlie feraglid there is diſtracted 
with cabal and factiqi; Here, an Eaßerer in epitome, 
1 enjoy all the pleafures of peate Attd ſecutity, my nod 
gives death, and my ſmiles preferment; have you ordered 
the dance, the batiquet, and ſent for my little Hunch- 
— 1 5 ? My _ — every ſenſe, are this evetting 
2voted'to laugh, love, and joy. (Crumpy ings without 
Bb.” REA is Cui. Pala r Th gp ichour) 
Baſſa. Approach my man of whim and frolick. 
© Crumpy. N wr tand aſide, make way there. 
Biafſa. Ha! ha! ha! he has got "introducing ſome 
of the Mefopotintian Plenipo's, 7 OOO 


Enter Crumpy, with preat importance, takes a ſeep rennt, 


puts the officers and flaues Ae. 1 


Grumpy. Room—hem ! Sir, permit me the honor of 
introducing to your Highn {s this moſt magni cently — 


= - wy 
- 


magaanimous—Come in Barber. 
2 Euter Abſalom. _ 


BA. Impertinence! your office is to pleaſe ; a Rep 
beyond that and you offend, remember Crumpy—— 

Grumpy, I with; you'd. remember Crumpy when 
hege f a good place to give away. | Sa CoH 


Poſſe. Leave me | 


4 


ung. When I go I ſhin't take you with me ; this 


humble barber comes with an humble petition. __ 
..  Baſſa.. 7 etition, I were indeed unworthy of the 
luxuries o lite myſelf ? did [loſe an opportunity of dif- 
fuſing the comforts of it to all around ine — What's your 
grievance. (Abſalom, kneeling, delivers the letter) = 
*L/# * N That's his grievance, and 80 deli ers it to 
Jeu, Rihnelt 8 Sh + ap 
a. How came you by this? the grand Vizier's 
hand! 3 ee | 
A.. Sir, 1 found it in the ſtreet. 

Crumpy. Les, Sir, the grand Vizier's hand was at a 
We ORIEL 
Baſſa. eads). „ The joys of a. long and happy 
N ol my dear abtar? "hs ſiſeceſs of our Ruſſian 
< and Auſtrian enemy bas ſet Conftagbabghe in a cla- 
« mour againſt the chriſtians, the rumour of your par- 
« tiality for this ſect has reach'd the Emperor, _ 

| f | i 


4 > 


W „ 
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* 
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10 to appeaſe the Divan, was compell'd to ſend you the 
« dreadful letter you receive with this.“ Eh this is 
part of the diſpatch the courier gave Zebede forme; how 
careleſs muſt he have been to loſe it! fade) 
(reads) The orders for your death, contain'd in that 
« mandate, being meerly a matter of ſtate policy, you 
« may ſafely diſobey, your mind may be ſatisfied, as I 
4 jncloſe you he, 0g of your pardon ; but the condi- 
« tions are, that in future, you treat the chriſtians un- 
« der your government with the utmoſt rigour. 
oY “ Your friend for ever, 
| „% SELIM; Vizier,” 


was gone. (Afide) Ah! you have done me a fignal 


Crumpy. Ves, Sir, he found it in the fireet, upon 


. 
_- 1 


Abſ. Yes, my Lord, and thought it my duty to de- 


man here was for running back in a vaſt hurry to 
finiſh dreffing a lady, daughter of a grand French 
merchant; but, ſays I, man alive, never mind her; 
bring this to the Baſla directly: for, my Lord, ſays 1, 
is the moſt” generous, liberal, prince-conditioned—hg 
won't matter what he gives you and I for this piece * 
a of ſervice, Well, Sir, he Would go, I inſiſted he 
4 ſhould come; he brandiſhes his curling tongs ; I whip'd 
| out my fabre, tuck'd him under my arm, and 'in 2 
ſtrides of a game cock, 'daſh'd"into the palace, cut, 
kick'd, ſhuffted and elbow'd my way through the 
guards, mutes, janizaries.— Here I've have brought 
him, while r mademoiſelle waits, her hair half 
papered, half friz'd, fretting like an affronted porcu- 
pide,. B&T If hat ©2952 e | 
Baſſa. For which the three firſt fequeſts you make, 
if in my power, F grant them {to fl). n 
Crumpy. Oh, Sir, I thank you, hem !—you'll grant 
us our three firſt ' requeſts |—So, here we have a brace 
and a balf of promiſes from a Lord; bat one performs + 
ance we'll get the Lord knows when 
1 Baſe; 
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Basa. Here (i faves) take this young man (pointing 


to Al ſalam) cloath him ſplendidly. 


Crumpy. Aye, take me, and cloath me ſplendidly. ; 
. Baſſe. You! its the— _ [1% | 
 Crumpy. Piha ! His Highneſs calls me young man; 


you know he's always complimenting me. 
Baſa. And let my treaſurer inſtantly pay him down 
1000 zingerlees. 5 


_ Crumpy. My good, bountiful Lord !—it is really too 

much!] 3000 1s full ſufficient for me. | 
Baſſa. You! (ſmiling) I mean—— 

Crumpy. I know you mean every thing that's good 

for me. As to the ſplendour of the robes, the more 

$216 lace the better ; they'll fit me: and I have a litttle 
ag for the 5000 zingerlees. Come along barber, you 


ſhall have a hundred and fifty for your trouble; and 


the reſt ſhall reſt with me. 

Baſſa. Why, I mean it all for | 
Crumpy. Me. I know it—but I will be generous— 
T will give the lad the fifty, as 1 ſaid I would—Come, 
I am good myſelf, and I do good; but till I am big 
myfelf I will be good for little. Shaver follow me. 

| [ Exeunt Crumpy, Abſalom, and officers. 
Baſſa. Finding this letter was a moſt fortunate 
eircumſtance Yes, here's my pardon (looking at a 


ſeverity to the Chriſtians. Perſecution is againſt 
may nature; but to diſobey, would be ingratitude to 
my prince. I'll do it by proclamation through the city, 
order the Cadi here, ha! ha! ha! Here comes Zebede. 
How will he bring himfelf off for loſing this; as yet 


I don't think he knows it has been brought to me. 


Enter Zebede, bowing. 


Zeeb. This letter for your Highneſs. (gives it.) 
Baſſa. From Conſtantinople, ſigned by the Empe- 
ror himſelf. —Ay, this is the dreadful mandate; 
now it brings no terrors (ade). (Reads) ** Truſty 
„and well-beloved, greeting: We do command you, 
<< that within three hours after the receipt of this, you 
have yourſelf ſtrangled; but firſt leave orders for 
* your head to be cut off—and ſent to us. This fail 
Þ to do, on pain of our high diſpleaſure.” Hal 
L ha! 


sb. Well; I did not think that ſtrangling and be- 
heading was ſo. good a. joke, 1 


Baſſas 
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- Baſſa. Yes; he does not-know that 1 am-in poſe 
ſeſſion of this other letter, that countermands this order. 
(reads) Given at our Sublime Port, 1 167th year of 
« the Hegira, Acumgr.“ | 
Since my Emperor thinks I ſhould die, I obey, (63/75 
the letter) and this- night I ſup with Mahomet—to try 
my very careful ſteward (ae). I'll firſt fettle my 
worldly affairs, inſtantly-prepare your accounts for my 
inſpection. 2 75 4 | | 

Zeb. Oh! the devil] I have cheated him fo dame 
nably that 1ay head goes off, if he ſinds out my rogues 
ries {afede)., Sir, you'd beſt think of nothing now kat 
obeying the, Lmperor's command, he may be angry, 
indeed; he ſavs, inſtantly ſend me your head, on pain 
of our high dit; N 4 1 1 Kay 

Baſſa. Now I'll put his fidelity to the full proaf (au: 
1 ann fawpriſea m friend the Vizicr 9 

ſe in my behalf, not even to condole or comfort me. 
Pra was there no other letter came with this? 
. © Zeb. No; as I am an honeſt man, this is all the 
letter I got—Except the one I dropp'd: (aff). on 

| Baſſa. Then en — en W 
Zeb, Do, m „it wi pos our great lo 5 
and your readineſs to oblige the Grand kr J 
yes, my Lord, and here your Lordſhip. may. have. all - 
done in your own houſe, ſq comfortable every thing; 
all the conveniencies. of death here. within yourſelf; 
your own truſty mutes, with a fine ſoft filk firing, 
will choak you ſo gently ; and then you have your o 
faithful black Babouo, with his ſhining ſcimeter © 
Damaſcus too—he'll  ſlive off your head I warrant; 
he'll do it ſo neatly, that you'll never ſay after, Babouc, 
you did hurt me that time. I'll order them to pre- 
pare ( oin J. | | SL I ) 

Baſſa. But, my good ſteward; prepare your own 
accounts, I'll look over your book, - * ' | >" 

Zeb. Oh! the devil! then Babouc will have the 
firſt ſlice at my head (a/de). ' - 

Baſſa. I'll leave a fair name behind me; bring 
hither your accounts = 
Zeb. Oh! my dear lord, you and your head are 
old acquaintance, and -finee you're ſo ſoon to part 
for ever, at ſuch a time don't. think of troubling it 
with my fooliſh totums of ſugar, rice, coffee, ſoap, 
and candles. You mutes, you miniſters of death pre- 
pare (ſpeaking te the officers). en — 
Balſa. Prepare ſupper (ſuddenly changes to Ab * 
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Zeb. You forget your Highneſs, was engaged to ſup 
above with Mahomet. | 
Baſſa. Ha! ha! ha! Why no; I'Il ſend him an 
apology. 
Zeb. Apology! / 
1 Ay, and you hall take i. 


B 1 ſuppoſe, Zebede, you go ſup with him 
in my ſtead? 

E Thank you, Sir; but I eat no ſupper now - 
a- days. 

34%. Refuſe the honour of ſupping above with 
our great prophet 

Zeb. Tis a great honour, but I'd rather eat even 
2 pork chop here below, than partake of the fineſt feaſt 
that was ever prepar'd above for Mahomet's table. 

Baſſa. (Changing to firm reſentment) Where's the 
other letter you received for me. 

Zeb. Ruin'd! Somebody's told him. [(afide, and 
terrified), Oh] mercy, my lord; as 1 hope for e 


I dropt it out of my pocket. 


Baſſa. Then heaven ſhall be your reward ; firſt for 
your negligence of ſuch a precious charge, next your 
perfidy in denying. you received it, Di patch him. 

(to - mutes) 
| Zeb. Oh! Lord! where, where is this letter 

Baſſa. Here Ce it) brought to me * my guar- 
dian * 


E. nter Crumpy e dreſſed. 


7 is Ay; brought to him by me and his other 
—You ſee what a pair of fine angels we are. Come, 
my friend 
Baſſa. Perform your duty (zo the mu tes, who ſeize 


. Zebede, he drops on his knees) 


Zeb, Oh! ſave my life! 
Enter Abſalom, richly habited. 


* 


| Fil, My uncle in the hands of the mutes | Dread 
Lord, I claim as one of the three requeſts you pro- 


mis d me. Whatever be his crime pardon it. 
Crumpy. Half the promules were mine 1 fo let him 


| be half choak'd.. 


+. Ab. Hold. 
Crumpy. Be quiet ; his crime deſcrves death. * 
fee has he done, my Lord ? * Baja) 23 
804 
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Zeeb. This my nephew!  (/ooking with ſurpriſe at 
org at ——, 5 | T Hſalom's dreſs) 
- Beſſa. The important ſervice of bringing me that 
Jetter, loſt by his negligence, has a claim much beyond 
that promiſe, - Live. (to Zebede : the mutes quit him) 
"Zeb, Gracious Highneſs (with * joy) Oh! my 
dear nephew—you damn'd ſcoundrel ; what, did you give 
him the letter? (apart) my beloved lad, you have 
ſav'd my life—1'll hang you; you pick'd my pocket, 
you thief, (apart) | 
Boa. Initantly let me ſee your accounts; then quit 
my ſervice and my fight for ever. [Exit Baſſa and 
attendants. 
[ Exit Zebede, on the oppoſite fide, with a revengeful 
look at Abſaloms 
Crumpy. Now, why would you interfere? One 


little ſqueeze of the bow-ſtring would have done no 


harm to a Jew. 
Abſ. What brought my uncle into this ſcrape ? 
Crumpy. Your's! Well, I wou'dn't ſuffer ſuch a 
rogue to be an uncle of mine, even my father—tho* 
according to the preſent ſtate of things, no man can be 
born before his father; yet if mine was a bad man, I'd 
diſinherit him, I would by—he's as great a little old 
robber Since now you've money, damn it, never own 
ſuch a raſcally relation. I and my guitar are tun'd 
for a frolic. I muſt ſally now into the ſtreets in ſearch 
of a night adventure, to lay in a morning's hearty 
laugh for the Baſſa. You'll come. When I'm in my 
joking humour I like to have one in company that's 
able to fight for me. 1 can fight myſelf, but I'd as 
leave let it alone. Indeed I have never been matched; 
bigger than myſelf won't fight me; leſs than myſelf I 
ſcorn to fight; and a man exactly my own ſize muſt be 
ſuch a microcoſm, ſuch a neat picture of perfection, 
that I could not find in my heart to hurt him, 
Come, 
Abſ. I'm engag'd. Near my time to meet Dora at 
the Friar's, and then to —_— with the taylor. (afide) 
Crumpy. Nay, do come boy. | | 
Abſ. You muſt excuſe me to-night—Every expence 
poor Croſs-Leg may be at I am now able to reimburſe. 
| (afide) 
Good bye, generous Sir, I humbly thank you As the 
honour you have procur'd me. 
Crumpy. Aye, but don't, like other great men, for- 
get the friend that raiſed you; ſo as I'm going to-night 
| upon 
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upon perhaps ſome dangerous frolick, if in your walks 
you ſhould find any hard fiſts rais'd over my fine head, 
remember, my brave barber, my ſword and ſhield are 
your razor and baſon, Tol! lol! lol! {fngs and dances) 

N Exeunt ſeverally. 


— 


END or TUE FIRST ACT, 
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A CT NH. 


SCENE I. 4 fret; Croſi-Leg's houſe near the 
front ; towards £ back, 2 - Zebedes. 
Late in the evening, a tumultuous huzzaing without. 


Enter Cadi with officers, Crier, and a great mob; 
Zebede and Croſs-Leg, with a baſket, . 
Cadi. 

RI ER, proclaim the proclamation.  _ 

Crier. ** All take notice, by order of his High- 
« neſs the Baſſa. Any Chriſtian who offends a Muf- 
« ſulman ſhall receive the baſtinado ; and death if he 
kills one, even by chance.” A 
Zeb. (apart to Croſs-Leg) Ah! ha! Did you hear 
that, maſter Croſs-Leg | 2 Big 
Crier. ** Take notice, That any Jew who kills a 
© Muſſulman ſhall be hung on a gibbet thirty feet 


« high,” | oi, 

| 22 (apart to Zebede) Did you hear that, 
old Zebede. (Zebede ſnecks into his houſe) 

Cadi. Now to the market-place, and the four gates. 

a [Exeunt all, mob huzzaing. 

Croſi- Leg. What could have wrought this ſudden 


change in the Baſſa, he that was always ſuch a friend 


to the Chriſtians to begin now to perſecute us! Yet, 
ha! ha! ha! I'm glad the Jews are included for ſake 
of that old arch knaye Zebede. Wife, Juggy, Juggy. 


(calls and knocks at the door) Hang'd ! I ſhall dread to 


take up my ſhears to make a meaſure, for fear the 


mould take an affidavit I'm going to ſnip off their 


noſes. My prentice-boy is a Muſſulman, and if I 
ſhould kick him, though I even caught him cribbi 

my cabbage, I'm lug'd before the Cadi, and baſtinado 
with my own lapboard.— My wife is ſo buſy preparing 
our ſupper, that I fancy ſhe hasn't heard me {knocks 
loud). Abſalom and = by this time are married, 
and if they bring the jolly father, Anſelm, with them, 
Pve got a glaſs of good wine here (pointing to his baſket) 
It's neceſſary ; for this plaguy proclamation has let 
down my fpirits, and taken away my appetite—dan- 
2 to be in the ſtreet! Now if we had all our 
ittle 1 ſafe within the walls of my caſtle, and 
ſome me llow to tickle the guitar, while I tune 


Bp my pipes in a chearful ſong, I'd lock my come 
or 


—. 
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for the night, and we'd all be as ſnug as the lady in 
the lobſter (Crumpy ings »without). What's yonder" a 
Muſſulman! I'll get out of his way "(knocks very loud 
at his door) —Deaten this wife of mine, Juggy ! s 
'V (calls, Jugey opens the door) 
| Fox . Now, huſband, what kept you ſo long ? 

- Crojs-Leg. I ſay, wife, what kept you ſo long ? 


- 
. 


Enter Crumpy, at the "fie, and playing on bis guitar. 


Crumpy. Oh! honeſt friend! 

Croſs-Leg. As you ſay, Sir, it's a very fine night; 
heaven fave the firmament! wy 

1 (goes into his door, and fhuts it haſtily) 
* Crumpy. What the devil's the matter with all the 
Chriſtians and Jews I meet in the ſtreet? I frighten 
them away, as if F was ſome 'hob-goblin ! Even the 
pretty girls trip from me, that us'd to take ſuch plea - 
fure 1n liſt'ning to my guitar, laughing 'at my jokes, 
and throwing up their veils to caſt languiſhing ogles on 
my comely perſon—Nobody, (looking about) zounds ! 
1 begin to deſpair of an adventure—Though by my 


office, I'm privileged to ſay what I pleaſe, yet the 


character of jefter is difficult to ſupport.— He] he! he! 
my introducing the barber into his preſence was rather 
lucky; yet, damn it, I've got ſome how flat—being 
obliged to tell the - ſame ſtory three times over, and my 
atron is always gaping for new jokes, like boys at 
b-cherry—Eh ! for a nice neat ſtory to have for the 
Baſſa, ſpick and ſpan !—I'd venture a few knocks 
o'the pate, or even get into a hobble for one—but, 
zounds I can meet with no living being, except our 
Turks, and they're ſo muz'd with their betel and opium 
—my only gig is amongſt Jews and Chriſtians—none 
can I meet—the devil I can't make fun out of the 
oſts and window-ſhutters! I'll try if my inſtrument 
can't draw ſome company about 'me; if it's only a few 
cocks and hens (/its on a bench at Croſs-Leg's door and 
plays, | Croſs-Leg opens a window and peeps) 

Croſs-Leg. A rare muſician ! If he wasn't a Muſſul- 
man l'd—but its now ſo dangerous even to talk to 


one, for fear of giving the leaſt offence. Ha! ha! ha! 


I ſhould like to invite him in, his guitar would add 


ſuch life to our little entertainment Cad ( Crumpy 
plays) Oh! ſweet ! —I think as we are all ſuch quiet 


folks, there's no danger of a quarrel to bring us under 
the penalty of the proclamation—l'm ſtrongly tempted 
to venture Juggy, come here and liſten—ſhe is ſo 


| try'd his Nun“ 


flowers in the _—_— 
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buſy dreſſing ſupper—Ecod ! IIl aſk him in; I'll try 
his temper firſt, and if he's good-humour'd, there'll be 
no fear of——(throws a flower-pot on Crumpy) 

Crumpy. 2 4 
Croſr-Le . Zounds! in trying his patience; I have 


 Crunipy, Lucky I've ſo many yards of muſlin in tay 


turban 


Croſs Leg Sir, I aſk pardon, 1 thought nobody 
was there. | 


Crumpy. No body—Yes, Sir, and pray mind there's 


' Tome head here—Ha! ha! ha My triend, do you know 


you've made me laugh? | | 
Croſs-Leg. Well, I'd take two knocks on my pate 
before you, could make me laugh ſo— | 
Crumpy, l'ia laughing to think, that if my head 
had been a glaſs bottle, what a clatter you'd have made 
about my ears. REY. WAL 4 , 
 Creſs-Leg. Sir, I only intended. to clear it for freſh 
Crumpy. Ha! ha! ha! All wet! You rogue, you 
muſt hank ſtain'd my veſt. . A ; 
Croſi-Leg. Oh! my dear Sir !—If you'd only light 
enough to ice my ſigu, you'd find that Croſs-l.eg, the 
taylor, has done no fault but what he can eaſily rectify. 
Crumpy. A taylor !|—Oh, oh |—then you ſpoil * 
ple's cloaths for the good of trade. Hal ha! ha! * 
Croſs-Leg. Yes, Sir. Ha! ha! ha! And fince you 


take my blunder in fuch- good humour, if you'll only 


ſend me the ſtuff, 1 ſhall be proud to make you. a new 
veſt for nothing; and then—Sir, your guitar is moſt 
melodious. „ e f 


Crumpy. Is it? (pla yh FH: 

Gab fas. Beautiful] He's ſo good-natur'd too 
I think no harm can come of aſking him in (aa! 
Sir, worthy Sir | we've an humble wedding here to- 
night, and if 2 honour us with your agreeable 
company, and partake of our little ſupper, you'll 
make us the happieſt of folks ? WIGS 

Crumpy. Ha! ha! ha! I delight in a wedding; the 
pleaſantry of the occaſion draws out my jokes, like 
party-colour'd ribbons from a_ juggler's mouth—-1'll 
engage I'll ſet every lad's wiſh agog to be a bridegroom, 
and make the bride laugh, without bringing a bluſh . 
into her face? Pray who's to be married | . 
Cros - Leg. A poor, but very honeſt lad, Sir; ont 
Abſalom. N | a = Aan 
_ Grumpy. A barber 7. intimate friend! 


Croſs 


"A 
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.. Croſs-Leg. You a friend to my friend Abſalom !— 


Stop a moment, my dear Sir Juggy-a light (retires) 


b Crumpy. | Ha! ha! ha! but, zounds! dont tread 


down your houſe, through your hurry to let m. into 
it—but never mind, with a pack of cards LI. pqil as 
good—1 hope no wind will riſe till I get out gain 
' fing here, curſe me if 1 venture to 55 
Ha ! ha! ha! Abſalom going to be married !>$ 
rogue! wou'dn't tell me !—but I find the taylor,don't 
know of the barber's good fortune, by my means, 


Enter Croſs-Leg (from the houſe ) 


Croſs-Leg. Do, Sir, pleaſe to walk in—we ex 
Abſalom and his bride every moment from the Friar's 
—You'll have a ſo-ſo ſupper, but a hearty welcome 
We've only got a bit of fiſh, Sir, as it's Friday. 

. Crumpy. Never talk ! I'd ſup with my friend upon 
the fin of a herring—if any fun ſhould offer here; I'd 
make the moſt of it. {afide) 

Croſs-Leg. Pray ſtep in, Sir—Pleaſe to ſtoop, Sir, 
my door is low. ; Yak: 

Crumpy. And we tall fellows—hem ! 

* Croſs-Leg. Foggy, hold the light (they ge in, and the 
dovy fhuts) (within) up ſtairs, Sir this way, Sir—have 
a care, there's an ugly turn— | 

Crumpy (within) All very well! How do you de 
Ma'am, Ha! ha ! ha 


| Enter Asſalom and Dora, 
A. The fecetious father Anſelm has kept us ſo 


Tong, that poor Croſs-Leg's ſupper will— 


Enter Habby, from Zebede's. 
Hab. I think that's Abſalom's voice? 
Dora. Where are you, my love? | 
Al. So dark, I can ſcarce diſtinguiſh the taylor“s 
Yoor. Oh, here! 
Hab. Abſalom 


A5. That Habby— Ha, my boy What, my uncle's 


gone to bed, and you are come to ſup with us (joyful) 


Hab. Huſh !—are you marry'd? 

aao * 
Hab. Then all's ſafe—T've engag'd the mate of an 
Engliſh tartane, that now lies in the Tygris, to take us 
to one of their factories, and thence for Furaps by their 
next ſhips—So to lay in a little ſea-ſtore, Abfalom, 
you {ſtep with me to your uncle's, Pye ſomething * 
8184 = for 


* 
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for you.—Dora, do you ſneak into your ſtep-father's, 
the Doctor's, and pick up you there what you can. 
4% I thought 1 had made my fortune to-day; 
but Crumpy ſeizing the Baſſa's two other promiſes, 
makes it neceſſary to get a little more caſh; but the 
taylor is waiting ſupper for us. NY 
Hab. Never mind his ſupper. Come, bufineſs— 


mn 5 
ora, But, my love, if we part now, when, where 
and how ſhall I meet you ? | 
Hab. Leave all that to me—Softly ! 
Ab. My deareſt!” (kiſſes her hand) | 
Hab. Fooliſh t—You'll have time enough for kiff- 
ing. Go, (to Dora). Come— — | 
[Exeunt. Dora into Doctor's, and Abſalom and 
Habby into Zebede s. 


SCENE II. Infide of Croſs-Leg's. 
ATi urkiſh boy brings on a table, lays cloth, &c. and goes off. 7 


Enter Croſs-Leg, Crumpy and TJuggy. 7 laughing) 


All. Ha! ha! ha! 

Jug. That's the handſomeſt ſong, Sir, I ever 
heard. | 

Crumpy. Then you like my finging ? 
« Ge Leg. Mok, Fo an 

Crumpy, So do I. Ha ! ha! ha! | 

Jug. What comical things you jokers fay. 

Crumpy. Jokers ſhould ſay comical things. / 

Jug. And you can dance—do' Sir, pray— 

Crumpy. Dance | pray excuſe me? 

Jug. Excuſe me, Ha! ha! ha! Lord, it I don't 
delight in you; you're ſo jocobus. - + 

Croſs-Leg. Yes, Sir; as my wife Tus: ſays, you're 
quite jocobus. Ha! ha! ha! But I'm to equip you 
with a ſuit. Ill cut a meaſure. Juggy, the parchment. 

Crumpy. Parchment ! you'll not put me into a law- 
ſuit? Ha! ha! ha 4 

Cyoſs-Leg. Oh! you courtiers, Ha! ha! ha! Do 
Jou know, Sir, I'd try to be one myſelf; that's in 
the ſmall way. 

Crumpy. What, like me? 

Groſs-Leg. Yes, Sir; only l'm fo much afraid I might 
have my head chopp'd off. Hal ha! ha | 

Grumpy. Oh, ho! maſter taylor, you've an eye to 


your upper button, Ha! ha! ha! 
* 5 PP * D 2 Croſa- 
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Croſs-Leg, Right, Sir. Hal ha! ha | 
* Crumpy. I tell you I was all right till put wro 


by accident, when an infant. I was the prettieſt, 
8 little ro —why I was named the Bloſſom 
0 Beauty, and Bud of Delight. | 


| Jug: Lord] how odd | 
9 umpy. I was an abſolute cherry on the tree. 
_ Croſs-Leg. Then the birds have been pecking at you 
2 good deal, Sir? 
Crumpy. But one unlucky day, my mother's maid, 
ſtarting upon the ſudden ſight of her ſweetheart, ſtruck 
out my firſt two teeth with my coral; flapp'd one of the 
_ bells into this left eye; knock'd me of the nurſery- 
table, and, breaking my back, made me regardeꝝ 
l'effet (Hewing his hunch) | 
All, ! ha! ha! | 
 Crumpy. Ay, you may laugh; but this hunch props 
my fortune at court; but, Ha ha! ha! Do you know, 
that by the help of a ſecond looking-glaſs, I often ſtand 
and laugh at it myſelf? -, e 
( Jug. Hal ha! ha! Ves, Sir; and in the front 
_ glaſs, you, and your hunch peeping aver, muſt look the \/ 
' piRure of the ape and her brat in the fable. Ha! ha! ha! 
Crumpy. Ay; but if it even griev'd me- there's a 
noſe, what ſay. you to that feature?  (:ates hald of it) So 
much beauty before ] reflect that with my hunch 
J leave all my ſorrows behind me (all laugh) and 
then there's a leg. (puts it up) 1 
 Crofs-Leg. $0 it is, Sir. Look, Juggy, his honour 
ſtands upon a moſt fine turn'd pedeſtal - 
2 Jug: A, beautiful calf! 
rumpy. For all this, I'Il lay the price of my new 
ſuit of cloaths, I ſhew as — a leg in company as 


Croſs Leg. Oh, no, Sir! No, no; you don't 
. ' Crumpy. (puts up his other) That's as good. Gad 
I've won | They're fellows, and good fellows too. 
Ha ha! ha! | Jn 
Jug. Very handſome—beautiful— ger 

Crefe-Ls 3 1 then ou 
, Creſs-Leg.' (apart to Juggy Did you ever ſee fuc 
,a band . raſcal? but CDG man, and we muſt 
2 im. 


Jug. But I proteſt huſband I will wait no longer 
for Abſalom and Dora; our little ſupper will be quite 
ſpoil'd; and ſince you have invited this gentleman, 
and prevented his getting a better elſewbere, if he 
wilt conceicend to partake of our homely meal — 
1 — and 


brought them in to ſup with 


Fug. (helpin 
e 


F'd do juſt the ſame; and 
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| + Croſs-Log. It's certainly very bold of fuch lowly folks 


as us to expect that his highneſs, the Baſſa's chief ſa- 

yourite, would humble himſelf to | 
Fug. Hold your tongue, for here's the ſupper. 
Croſs-Leg. Supper !—then I'll top my mouth. * 


Enter boy, with a diſh of fiſh, Ee. which he placts on 
r it 


Fux. It's as pretty a little bit Come, pray, Sir 
IF free; you know, if fiſh get's cold —- a 
Craſi-Leg. It's a nice morſel !—Juggy, help the 
gentleman, and hold your clack, ANT 
 Crumpy. Why, faith, you ſeem to live very com- 
fortable here—and your morſel does look fo nicely 
tempting —Egad, I will. {they all ſet) VE 
| Fug. Do, pray, Sir; we had this prepar'd for a 
young couple. 752 
- Croſs-Leg. Ay; by their oo father Anſelm has 
is brethren in their- 
refectory; —thoſe holy fathers, Sir, love to live well, 
Crumpy. If it's holy to live well, this is the moſt 
pious ah I ever taſted. eating} | 1 T 
Fag. Then do, Sir, pray eat heartily? * 
Croſs-Leg. Juggy, fill a glaſs—Sir, 
| Fuge fills, and offers by ie to Crumpy) 
Crumpy. hy, right; fiſh ſhould ſwim three times; 


water, ſauce, and wine. (all * and drink) As I'm 


Mahometan I'm forbid wine ; 
you Chriſtians—Ha } ha! ha! | 
Croſs-Leg. Right, Sir; at Rome do as Rome does, 

Crumpy) That's a neat morſel, Sir. 
taſte it with attention. all laugh) 
Croſs- = Oh | Sir! I don't wonder at the Baſſa 
323 you into office, or giving you a fine p — 
think you'd do ſo by me. 
Vou might get a body a ſkirt of ſomething pretty at 
court though ? | "x1 


t when I'm amongft 


| Jug: Will you never ha'done with your bodies 
and 


irts ? Always ſhewing the taylor! 
Croſs-Leg. I won't. {apart to Fuggy) My wife, Sir, 
is as ſharp as a needle; but, Sir; as 55 was ſaying, what 
a place would I give ſuch a witty gentleman as you, 


was I a Beglarbeg, or a Walachian deſpot, I'd give 
— te glarbeg chian deſp gi 


— | 
Crumpy. I believe you are a Holland ſtadholder, for 


| 22 given me a very fine Dutch plaice ; (all laugh) 


ut I muſt try to kick up ſome frolick here to night, to 
| | VOY e 


1 


| help 
-if you look into hiſtory, as unlikely things have hap- 


4 
: Ls 
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make out à joke for the Baſſa, that bill (/ipping a paper 
into Groſs-Leg's . ſets the taylor an e by 
the ears, that's ſome miſchief /a/ide)} | 
Croſs-Leg. Aye, now you talk of us Chriſtians, 
Mr. Crumpy, as you are ſuch a great man at court, if 
you'd only uſe your intereſt to get this cruel new law 
againſt us repeal'd— | d 
; Crumpy. New law, what! Oh! true the procla- 
mation. Oh! oh! Now I have it. (ade 
Jug. Sir, that's what made my good man at firſt 
ſo much afraid of aſking you in. | 
 Creſs-Leg. For, Sir, it you 1 . which is im- 
poſſible, be affronted, or receive the: Imalleſt hurt un- 
der this poor Chriſtian roof, what wou'd become of 
me and my dear orthodox ſpoufy ? | 
Crumpy. Eh! this promiſes a joke (aſſde) | 
- Crofs-Leg. This fiſh is very ſweet, but it has a great 
many bones | | 
 Crumpy. Bones; a good hint (ade) and ſo you 
were afraid if any thing ſhould happen to me in your 
houſe, twould bring you into the clutches of the Cadi, 
and his bailiffs and terrible catchpoles (eats greedily) 
Fug. That we were, Sir, | = 
Crumpy. As you ſay, this fiſh is very ſweet, but it 
has a damn'd deal of bones indeed; and as I have a 
curs'd narrow {wallow—Egad! I muſt take care 
Fug. Pray do, Sir; but don't ſpoil your meal. 
Croſs-Leg. I was ſaying, Sir, this ſeverity to us is 
rather 5! for, was I the Baſſa of Bagdad (Crumpy 


eating greedily, throws himſelf into violent contortion, 


flares and gapes) 

Jug. You ſee how you get yourſelf laugh'd at, with 
your Beglarbegs and Baſhaw, you noodle (e Cro/s-Leg. 
" Croſs-Leg. Now, Sir, am I a noodle ? WE; 

Crumpy. Cluck |—-Cluck |!— * 5 
| (grimaces, and points to his throat) 
S Ay, Sir, laugh; for ha! ha! ha! I can't 

aughing at it myſelf, ha! ha! ba! and yet, Sir, 


en'd. | a 
K Fug. I vow, huſband, your folly makes the gentle- 


man laugh ſo, that he can't eat 


Ceroſß-Leg. Why, Sir, now recolle& pray, wasn't 
the Grand Vizier to Mahomet the Second a cobler?— 
And the great Prince Menzikoff was a paſtry-cook. 
Crumpy. (Grimacing}. | t | 
2 Entertaining gentlemen with coblers and 
paſtry-cooks. | ez 01 \ 4 14h byrd 
W Crump. 


\ 


2 
Fs 
8 
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. Cluck !--Cluck —(grimace ) 
771 . Hal ha! ha! Well, Sir, to be ſure it 
was 3 joke, ha! ha! ha! and I'm glad it makes 
you ſo merry; but if Pm not allow'd to be a Baſhaw, 
don't let us have our fiſh cold (Crumpy grimaces) 
Jug. Why, huſband, you're ſo very ridiculous, that 
I vow to heaven, if you baven't ſet the gentleman into 
convulſions, laughing at you Do pray, Sir, eat your 
ſupper, and never mind him. (Crumpy grimaces) 
| 2M 5-Leg, Oh! well, Sir, with ſubmiſſion to your 
great wit and grand quality—yet for a man to be laugh'd 
at, at one's own table, tho' one's poor | 
Jug. Why ſur@the gentleman. can't ſpeak! (looks 
ing at Crumpy with terror) I've. heard fay, a fit of laughs 
ing is as bad as a fit of _crying—Eh l—Oh, Lord | huf- 
band, ſomething's the matter Do, Sir, take a glaſs 
of wine! | avi! 4 ng 
 _ Croſ5-Leg. No, then I will—Sir, your health (drinks) 

which of us now is the laugh againſt? Ha! ha! ha! 
Jug. (alarmed) Mercy |—(Crumpy points to his throat) 
the fith !—a bone ſtuck in his throat—hit him on the 
back. (e hits him) 4 | | 500 
© Croſs-Leg. Zounds! wife, you'll knock his hump 
off, and then he'll loſe his place at court {filling vine) 
Jug. Will you let the bottle alone, and do ſomes 
thing— | re * 

Craſi-Leg. Oh! very well! but I thought I could 
not do better 2 "8 
Jug. Dear Sir, have you finiſh'd your ſupper? | 

1 | (Crumpy groans) 

+ No; but his ſupper has finiſh'd him! 
Jug. Yes, he's choak'd ! ) 

Cro/s-Leg. In our houſe -a Mahometan !—then we 
ſhall be choak'd ! 5 | 
| 2 Oh dear! good Sir, —if you can't ſpeak, do 
tel 5 W ge p43 | « PE PEA 
_ Croſs-Leg. ife, . uiet, (puts his ear to Crum 
he's duct not only 4 Muſſalman, but the 7 2 
prime favourite !—if he's found dead in our houſe, you 
and I are thrown over a croſs ſtick and hang'd like a 
pair of breeches, N | 

Jug. He's dead! | 

 Crofs-Leg.- As Adam, the firſt taylor; 

Jug. Ah? (ſcreams) | 

Croſs-Leg. The devil !—have you a mind to bring 
e 2 patrol upon us? | 
Jug. Th 
night—you can't fit to your ſupper without muſic, and 


be curs d to your fine ears | 


Croſs-Lege 


is comes of your peeping in the ſtreets, at 
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Croſs-Leg. I'll try ſome wine down his gullet. 
Jug. We were happy and well, and you cou'dn't 
quietly wait for Abſalom and Dora, but you muſt bring 
your great turbans, and your Crumpy's and Humpy's 
in upon us. r | 
*..Croſs-Leg. I think ſtill there's life—Abfalom's a 
barber, if he was come, he ſhould bleed him !—Stay, 
Il cut 1 a vein with my ſhears, | 
Jug. | ” | 7 
© Crumpy. (Groans) 9 = 
: Croſs-Leg. Was that you, Juggy ? 3 
g. No; you devil! 'twas the man you kill'd 
vou wou'd aſk- a Turk to cat fiſh of a Friday, and then 
talk of war, as with * ſhears. . 
Croſi-Leg. nds I'd bleed him with a pick-axe, 
if it could bring him to life- (Crumpy makes a noiſe) 
Jug. Did you hear? Tim, ſuppoſe you try to thruſt 
the bone down with a horn ſpoon, | ' © | 
Croſi-Leg. No; I'll pull it up with theſe nut-crackers 
but hold, we may ſqueeze out the little life he has 
left—Juggy, my dear, do you ſtep down ftairs, and 
open the ſtreet door ſoftly, Doctor Quinquina's houſe 
is not fix doors off: if his ſoul has not got out of hear- 
ing, the Doctor may whiſtle it back again: liften ; is 
the ſtreet clear. OY | 
Jug. Yes; there's a moon tho', _ | 5 
Dreſi-Leg. Our fide of the way, to the Doctor's, ö 
is all in the ſhadow, I'll take Crumpy on my back (tate: | 
him up) Come along, you moſt ugly ſon of a broken 
back !—1 wiſh my back had been broke before I had 
aſk'd you up my ſtairs. 
Fug. A pretty thing, that honeſt women muſt 
to market to buy fiſh for you to choak yourſelf with; 
you moſt abominable freight | ¶ Hates him hy the whiſzer, 
64; ry | | one comes off in her hand) 
Croſs*Leg. Zounds! Have you pluck'd off his eye- 
brow? By the Lord ſhe'll pull him to pieces before I 
can get him off my back [ Exit Juggy. 
This little Turk is not as big as half a Chriſtian, and 
yet he is as heavy as two popes. Oh, dear: 
5 | [Exit with Ci umpy. 


. 


SCENE II. The freet before Croſs-Leg's houſe, 
(Moon light) Enter Fuggy at the door. 


| Jug. Nobody in the way; and if there ſhould, 
what will become of us? Will you make haſte, you 
Tim Croſfs-Leg! 


Vs ks Enter 


CK. 


— 


* "YM (fumbling) with cu on his Jack.” 


**Croſs-Leg. Now, Juggy, you vin leave your pat- 
| "ror in the entry. | 
Jug. Come, quick 
Croſs-Leg. Any one in the freer ?—Tf the patrol 
catches us. 
ug. Stop! Is not that a watchman's ſtaff ſticking: out? 
x4 Mir. Yes ; keep back nem 72 : 


: 


its a a barber's pole. 
Do you think there's any life? 
1 . Hold your tongue. Give juſt one e 


at the Doctor's door. (he knocks a great deal) What 
the 2 do you want to alarm the town ? 
Lord, how I tremble! I've your Weines 

int — of one 

Croſs-Leg. If this ſame doctor cures him, why 
then he'll be well — may 'be—and if he kills him, its 
only another death added to the doQor's liſt ; and I 
ſhift the danger off my ſhoulders (i- en x. chat N 
comes acroſs the moon rarely. 
Dominique within, ) Who's there ? ( a ar) 

3 Leg. It's only R mY 4 Who" TI man- 

Do you anſwer? | 

Fug. Can't you ? N * 

Croſs-Leg. Anſwer, I tell you, | CE. 

Jug. Indeed I ſhan t. 
- Groſs-Leg. And I'm ſure I won t then. 

Dom. Who's there? (very loud) 

Beth. It's I! (much terrify'd) 
Dom. And who are you knocking at peoples doors 
at night? Go along, or Pll call the N 

Croſs-Leg. Oh, Lord! 0 

Jug. I tell you Tim Croſs-Leg, fling Mr. Gay 
down, and let us run away 


«(the door enen ſuddenly, Doctor Quinguina 


a and Dominique ruſb out) 
Doct. Qui eſt Ia, Who i is dat? "You; 3 — 


ſtand here. 1 lay, who are you? It's 10 an I a 
not know any man's face! 


Crafe-Leg... I'm glad of that ; * darken wy voice 


too. 
2 - Spen. what you want, or 1'1l knock your 
. * hold of Dominique) 
Don. ord, Sir, it is I! Here i is the man. 5 
| (preſents Fuggy ) 
Je. Here, sir; here is the m1 man {points- W 


roſs. - 
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Ctoſs-Leg. An't pleaſe you, maſter Doctor, L and 


mm mother here 


zz. Mother—Sirrah —upon my word (apart) 
.- Creſs-Leg. She's a midwife, Sir, and having been 
call'd up to a poor woman that was ſuddenly taken ill, 
I thought l'd ſee her ſafe—ſo coming along, ſhe defired 
8 fays ſhe, what is that leaning againſt that 
there poſteſs? I directly went to look — for I'm a very 
dutiful boy an't I mammſpyyri-- © 
Doc. Diable Vat you call me out in de cold ſtreet 
chattering about you and your mammy going in enrag 1) 
Croſs-Leg. But, Sir, I've brought you a patient 
and he brings you a fee. => 
Dod. You are de patient vid de fee; dat is quite 
anoder ting! | 


SCreſ-Lig. Yes, Sir, 'twas this gentleman 


(points to Crumpy) 
Doc. Sacre Dieu! vat is dat? v: 4 
(looks cloſe up at Crumpy and ſtarts) 
| Fug, Yes, Sir, twas this gentleman we ſaw lean- 
ing; he ſeem'd to have been taken ill — | 
Croſs-Lee. And knowing you to be a doftor— 
Dog. Ceſt vrai—dat all de town knows I'm a very 
great doctor -- . | 
Croſs-Leg. Finding him ſo bad, we brought him to 
you in hopes— 
Do#. Ventre Bleau! you tink I am to take into my 
houſe all de bad vagabond you pick. out of the ſtreet ? 
Allez—bring him ts the vatch-houſe for to-night, and 
in de morning dey will ſend him to de hoſpital—take 
de man from my door £7 | 
Jug. Lord, Sir, he's no man but a gentleman. 
= —.— _— as only look — at him; his 
s prove he's ſome very great perſonage. 
_ Eh! bygar his N ſhine vid geld! 
| (looking at Crumpy 
. . Creſs-Leg. Yes, Sir, if the lining agrees with the 
outſide, he may turn out à good patient 
Doc. I vil never turn out a good patient; bring de 
gentleman in, I vil cure him in half of tree minutes. 
Croſi-Leg. Move him gently, there—take care of his 
7 Dal, take care of his Jug, legge * (goes in 
and ſpeaks) Lou, Dominique, to the gen- 
tleman up to my laboratory. | Try 
(Crofs-Leg and Fuggy put Crumpy'in and, ſhut the door) 
Croſs*Leg. Good doctor, there you have him; and 
now, kill or cure him as you — Colne Tuggy- 


Fug. 
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z. Run for it (drums and Turkiſh march — 2 
trol. (Without) The twelfth hour ; all's well,” 
Jug. Get in! (they ga in) 

Ce- Leg. (Peeping. aut at the deer) All's All's well! 
| n inde for char) 


SCE) N E IV, De s fludy, with, took, pick nk 
; | _— Jubjefts. |_| 


| | Eur Dorg, io Ae bk, 961 
Biss Lud! I've got into ftep-father's ſtudy, ſurs 
rounded by his horrid ſkelerons near one — then no 
chance of the ſtreet door being open'd again to-n Rr 
How thall I get out perhaps my Abfaloam and 
are waiting for me.” tous) Th he Doctor's up! Ki 
fomebady's come in below—fince I have got my Jo 
"apes 4. caſket) I muſt 'only watch paventhy' is 
{ openin 425 the ball door. 
Dad. Bring him up (without) 
R * Oh, Lord hey ve been robbing. the 
urch-ya 
Dock. e Help my pacient up here, 7 
Dora. No; it's not a dead man * 
q Dog. Quick, you Dominique, then lock the ſtreet 
- door, 
Dora. Then I muſt be uick and firſt 0 
I can (Hands behind the doo 935 * - Ad 


i 6 1.5 


Enter De&or. 


Doe, Hel the gentilhomme. up to my laboratory 
(very buſy) Here! place him in my own eaſy g 
chaiſe | 0m an elbow chair) We will fee what ve 
cannot do for him. Come Depechez vous Dominggue. 


Enter Dominique, Doctor turnt ſuddenly and 
7. Bold of him) , 


; , Pat. Sit. Joy down, Sir, 1 175 oo 
the chair, and feels his pulſe without Looki im 
you're much! Kalade i Mm bad! * * * 

Dem. Not I, Sir! Vin very well. 

Doe. Diable What, Daminique ! Get you out 
of my grand chaiſe (Dominique riſes) Mint J > jack. 
Where is the ſick gentleman, my patient ? 

Dem. Patiently r below, * 


28 . 
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Dat. And vy you and de midwife no bring him 
ien enen, n 67,55 | 
Dom. Lord, Sir! the midwife and her ſon Billy are 
gone they flung the (gentleman into the hall, ſlap'd the 
door, and run away. | | 
Dora. {afide) Then the door's not lock'd yet 
Doct Dey are rogues !—dey have firſt pick'd his 
ket—if.ſo, he cank pay me my fee; but he ſeems 


nobleſſe from his- gold coat, ſo I will cure him at 


a venture — Sir, vil you pleaſe to walk up? (calls) 


He's weak—Dominique, you go aſſiſt him. [Exit Dom. 
J. vil hold de light for you myſelf; I am not too proud 


for dat. (takes a candle and exit.) 


- 


Dora. Now is my time to get out before the door 
is faſten'd for the night. 


Bod. (without) Bominique, bring the gentil- 
homme up gently, Lou ſee you muſt carry him 


don't knock his head vid de banniſters—he is very 
weak—ah ! pouvre ? — very well ?—bien !—ſoftly up 
vid him—ah, hah ! (Dodtor walks in backwards with the 


candle, and till. looking towords the door) Dere, now 


he is ſafe, and vel up ſet him. on his leg on de land- 
ing Comment vous portez vous, Monſieur? (bowing 
at the door) Ay, he cannot talk, he is ſo weak ;—lift 
him up, and bring him in, ſet him gently— _ 

Dom. (without) Lord, if he hasn't a hunch! 
.. Dog... Ciel/—'tis Mr. Crumpy the Baſſa's favourite, 
Litte Hunch-back, joker ! Mon dieu ! if I cure him 


It will make my fortune at court, tol, lol, lol, (/ings 


and capers) take care you, Dominique, don't hurt his 
hump! How do you do, Sir? 
iy . (making a bow towards the door) 

Dora. No for it (e blows out the candle in the 
Doctor's hand and exit haſtily. . A no;ſe heard of tumblin 
SD 1443+ 220% I. "4 Nm fairs) 
Dom. (without) Oh, Lord! 
| Enter Daminique (frighten'd) 
Dad. Sacre Dieu !—Vat is dat? EI. 
Dom. Huſh! don't make a noiſe, Sir; who or what- 
ever that is, it has tumbled the fick gentleman from the 
top of the ſtairs to the bottom. Ves; it has certainly 
kilrd nimm | 

Doe. Kill'd de man dead !—-Ah! malheurreux, den 
I've loſt my fee! We muſt jnſtantly ſend his dead 


body to the court (gaing) 


Dom, 


;-- a him, it wou 
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Dom. Hold Sir l- Do you forget the proclamation | 
againſt the Chriſtians ?—ſo ſevere that they're getting 
out of the city as faſt as they can carry off their effects. ä 
Why, Sir, if his dead bddy is found here— 

DoF. &eft vrai, twill be ſaid I did kill him! 1 
ſhall-be hang'd, and my head will undergo amputation— 
I am miſerable but vat was dat, that did do dis? 

Dom. Lord, Sir! no time for enquiry now—the 
only ng to think of now 1s to ſave our. lives, by 
getting rid of · Mr. Crumpy' s ſoul cafe. 

Dos. En verite, twould vex me to be hang'd for 
killing ſuch an ugly coquin, if it was even me dat did 

Fi ſome comfort—ah, hall have 
conceive grand toughts (brightens. up) Dominique, we 
muſt get dis Monſieur Crumpy out of my houſe, and I 
have tink of de way to. put him into ſomebody, elſe's 
houſe. Get me a rope, dat is all I vant, and den run 
up ſtairs and open de ſky- light window dat goes out to 
de leads a- top of my houſe _. 40 

Dom. Suppoſe, Sir, you feel his pulſe ? | 

Dog. Feel a dead man's pulſe |: Ah, Hebete ! Quick, 
do my command (going)—Stop! (be terns) —l will go 
up myſelf and open de ſky-light window, while oe 
get de rope, 

Dom. I don't nie where to find a rope. 

Do#. Den if yon don't, de hangman vil and a rope 
for Ou my _ allez M ER vous: 1 Exeunt ſeverally. 

. 


8 c ENE V. 4 room at the t of Zebide's houſe, 
3 table, accompt books, cheſis, p 4 boxes, We. 


| Enter Habby. 


Hab. So, Abfalom and Dora, with their booty 
from uncle and ſtep-father, I have left ſafe on boa 
the Engliſh floop—my coming back takes all ſuſpicion 
from me; and III pick up ſomething for m _ too, 
and then for Europe with the younkers—Egad, old 
maſter Zebede, we * already made a rare aul upon 
your cheſts and bags here, that will teach you to 
your clerks as you've done me. : 

Zeb. (without) Up another ſtory. 

Hab. Zounds ! here he comes to ſee what I've 2 
to his books. 


Euter Zebide and Croſs-Leg, j 
Feb , Aye, this garret is my compting-houſe, ha ! 


ba! ha 
Creſi- 
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Croſi-Leg. Up in the clouds, like my workſhop ! 
| Zu 3 buſineſs? = F 2 « | 
Croſs-Leg. Private. 1 

| Zeb, Habby, go down | (þ-'s going) Oh, ſtop !» 

Have you put all my accounts into contuſion, to,puzzle 


| my maſter, the Baſſa, if he ſhould look over them, 


, | (apart to Habby) 
Hab. Yes, Sir; you'll find all here in a RP, 
confuſion. Keie. 


Croſs-Leg. How this draft of Crumpy's came into 
my pocket I don't know] except it was to pay for his 
ſupper - however, if the Jew here will but give me caſh, 
Fil have made a good night's job of it. (ade) | 
Zb. An unſcaſonable hour for you to call 170 

8 I thought money never came out ef 
feaſon with a Jew ; diſcount that bill (gives it) 

" Zeb. H have no objeftion-that is, for the premium 
— Why this is payable to Mr, Crumpy? Oh, he has 
ſent you for the monies ? 

 Crofs-Leg. Yes—I'm plaguy bad at a lie; I wiſh 
my wife had come (qſide) " MEETS + 

Zeb. But where is Little Hunch- back himſelf? _ 
Cre Leg.  (confus'd) He's I ſuppoſe he's at 
home. By this the Doctor has made an otomy of 
him (aſide) 9 | 
Zeb. Eh! (examining the bill) 5 | | 

| Croſs Leg. I'm all on the tenters! But even if 
Crumpy's death ſhould be found out, I ſhall now have 
money to carry me to Europe with the other Chriſtians, 
that are getting from the Baſſa's perſecution (ade) 
- is a good bill, but 1 fuſpect not come ho- 
neſtly by; and 1 cou'd ſtop you and it, but as you are 
a neigbbour I will pay you the whole money, it you 
give me half. e. a 


Croſ-Leg. (aſide) l'm found out—why man - did 
von Maat d wrong (embarras d) 


Zeb, Huſh! Hunch-back is a damn'd little impu- 
dent ſcopndrel—at's nochn to me if any body ha 
robh' d, ar even cut his windpip e. _w_— 
Croſs-Leg. I choak him! or know any thing at all 
of his death—Ob, Lord! what do you go to lay that 


Jor? .(terrify'd) 


Zb. (calmly) Why, is he dead? * 
Croſs-Leg. Why, if he—how ſhould T know whe- 
ther he's 4.24 or alive? Vou've a bad conſcience, Mr. 


Zebede, that's what makes you ſo frighten'd as you are. 
5 ſllendestpuring to e 


, *4. » 
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Zeb. Me!—why ſhould I be frighten'd ? | 
Croſs-Leg, And why thould I, it you go to that? 
' Zeb, Why, what the devil are you at?—one wou'd 
think you had been concern'd in | 
Creſi- Leg. Every body knows that I'm a man—that 
—deſpiſes all that kind of - hat fort of unlucky dif- 
mal lopking place to bring a man into. | 
| Zeb. Diſmal !—(/ooks round) Be quiet, you're enough 
to make one afraid, indeed, (vt fear } PROVE 
Croſi-Leg. Oh, Lord! (aſide) © (a brick falls down 
the chimney) What do you do that for None of your 
tricks, 3 8 
Zeb. Gad, I'm in no humour for tricks ! (frighten'd) 
Crofs-Leg. Mr. N may be dead for what 
know; but if he thinks I had any hand in it, I'd tell 
him he lyed—aye, to his very whiſkers | 8 
| (Crumpy is let down the chinmey) 
Zeb. What's that! (/oaking at Crimmpy f 
. Tre. Log ſneaks off} 
Zeb. (falls on his face) Are you the devil, or the 
cat?—but what could bring puls in pair of gold 
breecbes—it is certainly the—Oh? Samuel, Saul, and 
the Witch of Endor? — Oh! don't ſtare ſo with your 
big bull's eyes, _ ord BY mouth like a maiden 
jay (Cru s his ! you are v olite 
Eh { he oo, foe ſhould be a liz man * 4 debe z 
Pl drag this great cheſt of plate and dollars out of this 
room—[l wiſh I had Habby here to help ane, it's ſo 
heavy (/ays hold of wits with both hands, and puttin 
his Rtrength to it as if expecting great weight, ſudaen 
fall _ his back, he pulls it over him) 8511 4 of 
Iſrael !—the cheſt is ſo light it muſt be quite empty 
(Crumpy bows) What, you know that, you damn'd 
thief (riſes haſtily, opens the lid of the che/t, and looks in 
it} Yes, my money and plate is all gone, and you've 
come down my chimney for more, you — — — — 
but I will defend my Property, if you were Bel and 
the Dragon (frites Crumpy, who falls) you banditri |— 
bandeliro !-you Arab, plunderer of caravans; come 
before the Cadi, fpeak—Eh !—he's dead! — bleſs me |! + 
if it ſhould be 1 that has kill'd him—a hunch ! fave 
me, if it isn't Mr. Crumpy himſelf only come down 
my chimney to play his jeſts upon me—or if it ſhould 
be he that did rob my cheſt, the Baſſa will never bo- 
lieve me—he's dead ! —Qh ! heavens | now | recolle& 
the proclamation againſt the Jews! If this is found 
out, it ãs certain death for me; and as I'm already in 
diizract —nobedy ſaw the firike him few people _ 


* 
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the ſtreets, and ſo near morning, the watch are gone | 
off their ſtands—you naſty little beaſt !—you was my 
plague when alive, and now you muſt throw your 
death upon me with your gambols ( feels | Crumpy) he 
is yet warm—but once he's out of my houſe, let him 
die or live! Come on my back, and the devil take 
your hump. Exit, with Crumpy on his back. 


SCENE VI. The frreet. (day break) 
(Zebede diſcovered placing Crumpy up againſt a wall) | 
Enter Crank and Cabin-boy. (Crank elevated with wine) 


Crank. ( fings) © God fave great George our King” 
the Chriſtian paſſengers are waiting in my floop— 
they'll find brandy enough in my lockers to amuſe 

them—tell them we will fall down the pool this tide. 

8 | [ Exit boy. 
Theſe pippin-ſqueezers to break up company, we never 
begin to cotton together and be jolly till it comes to 
the little hours (us) tol ! lol! lol! 

« How can we depart, | 
„When friendſhip has grappled each man by the 
heart.” 

Zeb. There, ſtand 10 Wee down for Zebede— 

ood morning to you, Mr. Crumpy— going) 
* Crank. Holloa flop! * 3 

Zeb, Yes; there he ſtops for you. [ Exit Zeb. 

Crank, Take one bottle with me—you won't—a 
pint—a gill=then you're a ſneaking raſcal !-—fo 
that's your Bagdad Scanderoon manners. I with I was 
back again in Old England—What a damn'd country 
this is, that I can't get one honeſt fellow to take a 
bottle with me! * | 

Crumpy. Cluck !—Cluck |— | 

Crank. Who's that? (turns and looks at Crumpy)— 
a very capital Turk, upon my honour! How do you 
do, Sir? (bows) You might make a leg, I don't expect 
you'll take off your hat, becauſe you have none—will 
you do me the favour to take a glaſs with me; or T 
muſt turn into my hammock—Eh | what d'ye ſay?— 
Oh! I know you're not allow'd wine—none of your 
winking over the way they have the niceſt liquor— 
how he licks his lips (a/ide) but come along—Eh ! you 
may give a civil anſwer though =damme ! who minds 
your grinning or grunting ? Very. a = 
* | ran 
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Grand Turk himſelf needn't be aſham'd to talk to a 
Briton. Heark-yee, my lad, if you intend to affront 
me, damme if I don't lend you a dowle o'the chops 
ſtrikes him down) riſe and ſtand up to me, an En- 
gliſhman ſcorns to ſtrike a fall'n enemy. | 


Enter Cadi and Fanizaries. 


Cadi. Seize him 
Crank. Will you drink a bottle with me? _ 
Cadi. Yonder's his Highneſs the Baſla himſelf : 
coming from the moſque. 


Enter the Baſſa (attended) 
Babouc, Zebede, Doctor, Croſs-Leg and Fugey, followed - 
e. 


a crowd, 


Baſſa. The matter here? a 5 

Cadi, Pleaſe your Highneſs this Chriſtian has kill'd 
a Muſſulman ! | 

Baſſa. Heavens !—it's Hunch-back (loss down on 
him attentively, and with great concern) 

Croſs-Leg, How I tremble !—if he finds out 'twas 
J—Oh ! cruel man (to Cant) How could you be ſo 
wicked as to take his lite? 


ug. (apart to Croſa- Leg) Don't go near the bod 
or i. vill lpleed 19 20 a * 


Do#. Nobody ſuſpect *twas I did kill him. I am 
ſo frighten'd (ade) 

Zeb. I have got his murder off my ſhoulders 
mighty lucky]! (aide What a wicked man you muſt 
be to kill my dear little friend ! 

Baſſa. What proof, that this is the murderer ? 

Crank, Pleaſe your worſhip—Mr.—my Lord Mayor 
I confeſs I did give this pretty little gentleman a dowſe, 
but if it did kill 'twas in my own defence. 

Baſſa. How? 

Crank, I can't drink alone—he wou'dn't drink with 
me—T ſhould die without drinking—ſo let your jury 
of twelve bring it in manſlaughter, 

Baſſa. (apart to Babouc) i've thought of a method 
to come at the truth of this matter. Whoever kill'd 
him, inſtead of puniſhment ſhall have a reward. This 
' buffoon was once my favourite, but growing moſt in- 
tolerably ſtupid, I've long wiſh'd him out of my way. 
Giye the Briton a purſe of a thouſand tomilees. 


F Crank. 
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Crank. If I've kill'd a man I cou'd weep for it; 
but the price of blood ſhall never ſtain this hand (throws 
the purſe down on the ground) | f Kn 
eb. I cou'd ery myſelf for poor Crumpy—but give 
me the purſe, for finding you wanted to get rid of him, 
to oblige — Highneſs, twas I that kill'd him. 

Doss Lou * it was I dat did de murder him, 
to pleaſe you, my Lord, vid von grande kick of my 
fiſt I did give him de fine. knock, a tumble down 
my tree pair of ſtair; and den I did drop his body down 
your chimney—ſo give de money | 

Croſs-Leg. To me (holds out his hand) for with a 
fiſh bone, at my houſe, I gave him the fatal Cluck !— 
Cluck! (mimicks)—and that I might be ſure of his being 
ill'd, I brought him to the Doctor's. — 
Jug. Aye; but who went to the market to buy tha 
fiſh? My Lord, on the word of a woman, 'twas I 


- that put the very bone on his plate that ſtuck in his 


throttle lt 
Baſſa. So the reward has extorted a_ confeſſion I 
wanted, and convicted you all of intentional murder 
from your own lips—Guards ſeize them—In reality 
his death grieves me, and the man that extracts the 
bone, and reſtore's the life of my poor favourite, ſhall 
have the purſe I promis d. portion 8 
Crumpy. Then that man am I (puts his hand to his 
mouth and takes out the bone) lay the caſh here holds out 
bis other hand, ſprings up, fings and capers) | _ 
Baſſa. What is this! (amaz'd) | os 
Crumpy. A frolick; ha! ha! ha!—Tve ſuffer'd this 
delicate little body of mine to be lug'd, thumpt, jum- 
bled and tumbled all night, only to make a laugh for 
you this morning—and if you don't laugh, egad, you 
may be cram'd into chimnies, and kick'd down ſtairs 
yourſelf in future for Crumpy! | 
. 
Dot. Comment 5 | | 
Crofs-Leg. Juoggy !|—(Crumpy grimaces to them as he 
| 5 appear d when boat d 
Baſſa. Why, by Mahomet, it has been a laughable 
night's frolick indeed !—but all, but the honeſt En- 


- gliſhman, whoſe truth was above hope of reward or 
fear of puniſhment, {me die. - 


Crumpy. I Sieur Crumpy, Lord Chief Juſtice Joker, 


fwear upon my hunch and honour, that moody ſhall 
die, except Zebede the Jew, Quinquina the 


oor, 


Croſs-Leg the Taylor, and Dame Juggy his ortho- 


dox ſpouſy. 


3 | Enter 
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Officer and Guards, with Abſalom, Dora, and 
* 8? other Chriſtians priſoners. 


Officer. My Lord, we took theſe ſuſpected Chrif- 
tians, with thoſe rich goods, on board. 

2 | (/hewing bales, caſkets, &c.) 
Crank. My ſloop, a breach of the peace with Eng- 
land, my Lord! 2 

Crumpy. A truce! * | | 

Baſſa. (to Abſalom) What, my preſerver flying 
from my favour! 

Abſ. 1 fear'd, Sir, I ſhould forfeit that, by turning 
Chriſtian ; and, converted by Dora, here I— 

Zeb." (looks at the caſkets) You began your Chriſ- 
tianity by robbing your uncle—juſtice, my Lord, 
on this! 1 

Crumpy. Stop; well remembered I the barber and 


I here have yet two promiſes to claim; one is, that 


you'll give the purſe to the generous Enghſhman, to 
give to me when I refuſe next to drink with him—the 
other, that you'll repeal the law againſt the Chriſtians— 
and the other 8 ö 

Baſſa. What three? 
Crumpy. Be quiet—this is the beſt of all—that you'll 
hang Zebede and the Doctor, if they don't give their 


conſent and. capital fortunes to this worthy young 


couple. b 


Baſſa. Preſuming on my friend, the Vizier's favour, 
I' grant them. ä 


Crumpy. I grant you ſhou'd—Chriſtians, Turks, 


Jews, my ſeeming death has prov'd my kind maſter 
wou'd mourn,,my worthleſs life ! and when I ceaſe to, 
with my Prince may live long and merrily, may I be 
choak'd with a whalebone. | 


All noble chops in princely Bagdad, 

Have often my poor frolicks wag'd at; 
Still your's the laugh, and mine the thump, 
80 you're ſtill pleas'd with Little Crump. 


F INI S᷑. 
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